


TIS HARD TO PART 


IV ANT 


AND 








mre itn Se 
wag bitter cold one winter's nigh 
In London streets I saw'a s 





Av aged pair came tottering by, 
Aud.ea they pas ed I heard a sigh: 
Tbe old man said unto his wife, 


‘* My dear, we scon shall end this life, 





Ba 


After to-night the workhouse door 
May part us, lovo, for evermore,” 








My character was taken and I was sent to jail, 
My parents tried, but all in vain, to have me out 

on bail: fit down; 
he Judge passed the sentence and the clerk wrote 


And so I was found guilty and sent to Charlestown. 


saw my aged father, he was standing at the bar, 
Likewise my aged mother, she was tearing off bei 
hair; 
Sbe was tearing off her grey old locks, while the tears 
were trickling down, 
She said, ‘‘ My son, what hast thou done, to be sent 
to Charlestuwn ?” 


ihey sent me toan Hast-bound train on a cold 
Decenrber mor, 
Aud every station we went through you could hear 
the people scorn: 
There goes the Boston Burglar, strong chains qill 
x0ld him down, 
for some crime or other he is off to Charlestown 


Now all of you who have liberty, pray keep it if you 
can, [the laws of man, 
And don’t go roaming the streets at night to break 
For if you do you're sure to rue and will find 
yourself like me, [twenty-three. 
A serving one and twenty years at the age of 


There lives a girl in loston, a girl that I love well 

. d if ere I-get my liberty along with her Dll dwell 
nd.if ere I pet my liberty bad company J will shun 

a also rambling st 
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ut night, aid likewise 
drinking rum, 
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My character was taken and | was sent to jail, 
My parents tried, but all in vain, to have me out 
on bail; [it down; 
The Judge passed the sentence and the clerk wrote 
And so I was found guilty and sent to Charlestown. 





I saw my aged father, he was standing ut the bar, 

Likewise my aged mother, she was’ tearing off ber 
hair; 

She was tearing off her grey old locks, while the tears 
were trickling down, 

She said, ‘‘ My son, what hast thou done, to be sent 
to Charlestown ?” ; 


They sent me to an Ha-t-bound train on a cold 
December: morn, 

And every station we went through you. could hear 
the people scorn : 

There goes the Boston Burglar, strong chains will 
hold him down, 

For some crime or other he is off to Charlestown. 


Now all of you who have liberty, pray keep it if you 
can, [the laws of man, 
And don’t go. roaming the.streets at night to break 
For if you do you're sure to rue and will find 
yourself like me, [twenty-three. 
A serving one and twenty years at the age of 


There lives a girl in Boston, a girl that I love well 
And if ere I get. my liberty along with her I'll dwell 
And if ere I get my liberty bad company J wil shua 
And also raw bling streets «t night, and lkewise 
drinking rum, 








1 was bred and born in Boston, in a city that you 
all know well, [Pll tell, 
Brought up by honest ‘parents, the truth to you 
Lrought up by honest parents and reared so 
tenderly, [twenty-three 
Until I became a sporting man at the age of 


I’mixed with bad comparions and strayed from 
paths of right, 

All my life now Dll remember how one cold dark 
winter’s night, 

| broke into a mansion which has proved «my 
misery, : (twenty-three. 

And got me sent to Charlestown at the age of 
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Pbe tears fell fast from both their »ye-, 
She leaned upon his breast and sig ed, 
was hard to see that scene iu lifs, 


fo part that dear old manu and wife.” 


Luside the workhouse door they went, 
Hach one a different way was sent, 

She cried aloud, ‘*’ [will break my heart, 
lf from my busband I must part ; 

lor fi:ty years I’ve been his wife, 

Pry do not part us in this life, 

Hungry we've been and face) the cold — 
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‘Pray do not part us now we're old! 


Though in the workhouse they were Casi, 
in comfort their last days should pass ; 


she said, ** Good-bye,” inside the door 





darn set no x "2 
ya meet no more 
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1 was bred and born in Boston, in a city that you 
all know well, [LH tell, 
Brought up by honest parents, the truth to you 
Brought up by honest parents and reared so 
tenderly, [twenty-three 
Until I became a sporting man at the age of 


I mixed with bad companions and strayed from 
paths of right, 

All my life now I'll remember how one cold dark 
Winter’s night, 

| broke into a mansion which has proved my 
misery, [twenty-three. 

And got me sent to Charlestown at the age of 











Chorus. 


The tears fell fast from both their eye:, 
She leaned upon his breast and sig ed, 
Pwas bard to see that scene in life, 


fo part that dear old manu and wife. 


Inside the workbouse door they went, 
Kach ove a different way was sent, 
Sheeried aloud, ‘6’ {will break my heart, 
If from my husband I must part ; 

For fiity years I’ve been his wife, 

Pry do not part us in this lite, 

ilungry we've been and facet the cold — 


1» 


Pray do not part us now we're old 


Though in the workhouse they were casi, 
In comfort their last days should pass ; 
She said, ** Good-bye,” inside the door, 
She little thought they’d meet no more 
l’thought it was a sad’ disgrace, 


ny 


In different rooms to see them placed. 


a 
{t’s cruel and shameful you must own, 


To let them pine and die alone. 








